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me only a question of time when one of these fiery, incandescent masses would lodge in some nook or cranny, set fire to the canvas, and bring our little world to an end.
For some minutes, half scared, half fascinated, I watched these aerial fireworks, trying to figure out the percentage of chances in one hundred we had to escape being blown to kingdom come by that combination of 845,000 cubic feet of hydrogen, tons of volatile gasoline, half an acre of cotton, and the whole deluged with almost constant eruptions of flying fireballs. I always was somewhat mathematical. But before I could determine whether we had ten chances or only five in the hundred of escaping one grand conclusive explosion, my nerves gave way.
"Vaniman," I cried, "you must stop that motor at once."
He stopped it and called down from the engine room to me in the lifeboat, "What's the matter?"
"Nothing but hell fire/' I replied, meaning to be descriptive, not profane. "We can't stand this; it's only a question of time when we blow
up." 5
"It's been doing that all day," said Vaniman; "it looks lots worse than it is."
"Well, it looks bad enough; is there nothing you can do to stop it?"